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STEPPING OUT 


I guess I should start by describing 
myself. I'm 29 years old, five feet six 
and 120 pounds, with long blonde hair. 
I have a tight body, due to a rigid 
workout schedule. Гуе done some 
modeling and commercials, including a 
mattress commercial for a top brand. I 
was the sexy blonde they want you to 
think you'll end up in bed with if you 
buy their mattress. 


Гуе been told I’m really attractive, and 
I get lots of attention when I’m out. The 
thing that really gets me noticed is my 
double-D breasts. They give me back 
problems sometimes, but they really 
turn the guys on, especially when they 
find out they’re real. Every guy I date 
can't wait to get his hands all over them. 
Even when I’m out in public, someone 
always wants to touch my tits, women 
as well as men sometimes. I don't really 
mind; it makes me proud to think that 
they turn people on, and I usually let 
them feel them. The guys I’m with 
generally don’t mind. They especially 
don’t mind when a girl gives them a 
workover while she’s kissing me. 


About five years ago I met this amazing 
man at a business conference in 
Philadelphia. Barry was smart and 
handsome, and had a great sense of 
humor as well as a great body. We hit it 
off immediately, and spent all our spare 
time together. He lived there, and I 
lived in San Francisco, but after the 
conference we kept up the relationship 
via long phone calls and stolen 
weekends in his city or mine, or 
somewhere in the middle. 


Barry was just getting over a very long- 
term relationship, which had ended the 
week before we met. I’m no prude, but 
I didn’t want to be the rebound romp in 
the sack, so we didn’t make love right 
away. I do like to suck cock, however, 
so I would go down on him as often as 
we could find an opportunity. Like 
everyone else, he loved to grab and 
suck my tits. He’d also tit-fuck me and 
give me a “pearl necklace.” And he 
would go down on me with his 
amazing tongue, which repeatedly sent 
me over the edge. 


During the three months after the 
conference, we only got to spend four 
weekends together. 


At my insistence, we continued to 
refrain from actually fucking, satisfying 
ourselves with the activities I’ve just 
mentioned. When we were apart we 
had a lot of fun with phone sex. I loved 
to hear him breathing heavy over the 
phone as he played with his cock. As for 
me, I would slide my vibrator over my 
clit and up my cunt, talking dirty to him 
until I came. After those three months, 
we planned a trip to Mexico together, 
and I knew that this would be the time 
for us to go all the way. The last time we 
were together he’d told me he was in 
love with me, and I was definitely 
falling in love with him. It wasn’t just 
his sex appeal, either; he was 
everything I was looking for. I was sure 
of it now, and I was looking forward to 
finally fucking his brains out. 
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Then, just before the trip, out of 
nowhere, he called to cancel. He told 
me he wasn’t sure any longer, and 
needed some time to think. When I 
pressed him, he admitted that he was 
going back to his girlfriend. I had fallen 
hard for him, and I was confused. I’ve 
dated lots of guys, and I knew that 
relationships run their course, and that 
one person or the other usually loses 
interest sooner or later. But this was 
different. We had been connected, and 
Га felt we were going somewhere. Now 
he had ended it abruptly, with no 
closure. I was heartbroken. 


In the years that followed I often 
thought about him, but 
І finally met another 
terrific man, with 
whom I fell deeply in 
love, and to whom I got 
engaged. Then, four 
weeks before my 
wedding, Barry те- 
entered my life. Out of 
the blue he gave me a 
call to tell me he was going to be in San 
Francisco on business, and wanted to 
buy me dinner for old times’ sake. 


I was confused. Not that I had any 
doubts about my marriage, but I admit 
I was still curious as to why Barry had 
dumped me, and I felt that I had to see 
him, just to reach closure. I told Doug- 
las, my fiancé, that an old boyfriend 
was in town, and I wanted to meet him 
for dinner. Douglas said he had no 
problem with that. As it turned out, he 
was going out of town on business of 
his own that week. 


MY GAME PLAN WAS 
SIMPLE: I WOULD DRIVE 
HIM CRAZY WITH MY HOT 
BODY, MY SEXY OUTFIT 
AND MY SOFT TOUCHES, 
AND LEAVE HIM WITH A 
STIFF COCK IN HIS PANTS’ 


On the day, I was to meet Barry, I 
dressed to impress. I wanted his eyes to 
pop out when he saw me. I wanted him 
to eat his heart out and realize just what 
he had walked away from. I wore a red 
and black bra with matching G-string 
panties. I don’t know why I wore such 
sexy undergarments when there was no 
way Barry would ever see them, but 
wearing them made me feel hot. Over 
them I wore a very short black miniskirt 
and a red blouse with a plunging 
neckline that showed off my cleavage. 
Barry loved my tits, and I knew he 
wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off 
them all night. My game plan was 
simple: I would drive him crazy with 
my hot body, my sexy 
outfit and my subtle 
touches, and leave him 
with a stiff cock in his 
pants, knowing he 
made a huge mistake 
when he broke up with 
me. 


My outfit had the 
desired effect. Barry was almost 
speechless when he saw me, and I could 
tell his cock was already getting stiff. 
Almost immediately I felt the same old 
feelings toward him, and I could tell he 
felt them too. Over dinner he explained 
that after investing five years in his old 
girlfriend, he’d had to give it one more 
try. But the second chance with her had 
only lasted a month. I asked why he 
hadn’t called after that, and he said he’d 
been so embarrassed at the way Пе а 
treated me that he thought I’d never 
give him a second chance. He might 
have been right or he might have been 
wrong, but I told him he was a coward 
for not at least calling me to find out. 
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But we had a fantastic night. We started 
with drinks at an upscale hotel lounge, 
then went on to dinner, after which we 
had more drinks at a great little bar. We 
talked and laughed all night. I flirted 
constantly, often leaning into him with 
light touches on his arms and 
shoulders. At one point, I mentioned 
that he looked great and must work out 
a lot, and I stroked his chest and 
shoulders, feeling his hard muscles. І 
knew this was driving him crazy, and 
to be honest it was making me hot as 
hell. 


When he dropped me off in front of my 
building, he leaned over in the back seat 
of the taxi and gave me a kiss. It caught 
me off guard, and the drinks didn't 
help. I leaned back and enjoyed what 
started as a simple kiss, but soon 
progressed into a long, slow, deep, wet 
tongue fest that brought back old times. 
I got out of the taxi with my panties 
soaked, but I wouldn't let him come in 
for a drink. I knew where that would 
lead, and I was about to get married. 


I told myself I hadn't done anything 
wrong, but when I got into my 
apartment I grabbed my vibrator and 
worked myself over for an hour. Right 
in the middle of my third orgasm Barry 
called and asked if he could see me 
again the next night. I told him І 
couldn't, but he persisted. I couldn't 
help myself, and finally agreed. In fact 
I wound up agreeing to see him for the 
next three nights, as he said he was 
delaying his trip home to spend time 
with me. 

Each night was more fun than the last. I 
dug deep into my wardrobe and pulled 


out my most sexy outfits. Each night we 
teased and flirted with each other, and 
our kissing became more and more 
intense. His hands roamed over my tits 
and ass, and I rubbed his cock through 
his pants as we worked ourselves into a 
frenzy. But each night I would only let 
him get as far as the lobby when he took 
me home. After all, I was getting 
married in less than two weeks now, 
and I wanted to be faithful to my 
husband-to-be. Or at least sort of 
faithful — if you don't count me rubbing 
myself all over Barry, and the orgasms 
I had with my vibrator after I left him 
each night. 


Doug was still out of town, and though 
we talked on the phone, I didn’t tell him 
what I was doing. I hated lying to him, 
but though he’d been understanding 
enough to let me go out with Barry for 
dinner one night, І didn't know if he’d 
understand my seeing him night after 
night. Actually, a part of me thought he 
might get turned on by the idea of me 
flirting and even fooling around with 
another guy; but I couldn’t chance it so 
close to the wedding. 


On Barry’s last night in town I had the 
feeling that something more might 
happen, and І really got dolled up. 

For starters, I got a Brazilian bikini wax 
that left me silky-smooth to the touch. 
Not that I thought Barry would be 
lucky enough to touch me there, but I 
had planned to get one for my 
honeymoon anyway, and it made me 
feel really sexy. I wore a sexy pink bra 
and a matching pink thong with pearl 
beading that ran up the crack of my ass. 
I put on a pink blouse that was very see- 
though, but in a classy way, showing 
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hints of my sexy bra. My dark blue 
miniskirt hugged my ass, and it was so 
short that when I sat down and crossed 
my legs, you could see the thin pink 
material of my thong covering my slit. I 
finished up the outfit with black fuck- 
me high heels with pink trim. I was 
going to make sure that Barry 
remembered me long after he was gone. 


Barry looked great also, and hotter than 
ever. He surprised me by showing up in 
a limo. He said that as this would be our 
last date, he didn’t want the hassle of 
cabs. He had a plane to catch in the 
morning, and Doug was due home the 
next day as well. 


It was our best night ever. We had a 
great dinner, with great wine. Our flirt- 
ing became more and more bold as he 
touched my leg under the table, or Iran 
my foot up his calf. At one point, he 
used his finger to wipe some food from 
the corner of my mouth. As he did I 
took his hand and slipped his finger 
into my mouth, sucking on it for a mo- 
ment. This had to make him hard. It 
made me wet, for sure. 


After dinner, we went dancing at a 
popular downtown club. We each got 
bolder and bolder as we touched each 
other’s body while we danced and 
kissed. I pressed close to him, feeling 
his strong muscles and pressing my 
groin against his hard cock, occasion- 
ally rubbing it lightly with my hand, as 
if by accident. Barry held onto my ass, 
and also grabbed at my tits when he 
had the opportunity. It was a club that 
Doug and I sometimes frequented, and 
І couldn't help wondering if anyone we 
knew was there, watching me with 


Barry. It would be very difficult to 
explain why my tongue was down the 
throat of another man. 


Barry kept feeding me drinks, and І 
kept pounding them down. I was 
feeling no pain, and I agreed when, 
around one in the morning, he sug- 
gested we leave and try another place. 
When we left the club, we hopped into 
the back of the limo and immediately 
started going at each other like a couple 
of high school kids. It wasn’t long 
before his hand was in my bra and he 
was working my tits over. His fingers 
pulled and pinched on my nipples as I 
melted into his arms. His kisses were 
amazing, and I quickly lost myself in 
the moment. My hand automatically 
went to his zipper, and before I even 
realized what I was doing I had his hard 
cock in my hand, stroking it as he licked 
and sucked on my nipples. 


We hadn't put up the shield between 
the front and back seats, and now I 
noticed that the limo driver was paying 
as much attention to us as he was to the 
road. Barry whispered that he 
remembered just how great ту 
blowjobs were, and then gently pushed 
my head down to his cock. I hesitated, 
realizing that things were going too far. 
Then I remembered that Doug had 

told me about the bachelor party he’d 
had the week before, when his buddies 
had hired a stripper who gave him a 
blowjob. I hadn’t been mad when he 
admitted this to me, knowing that his 
friends were just that way. But now І 
suddenly figured that I was entitled to 
a little bachelorette party of my own. І 
had always loved Barry’s cock, and 
now I just needed to taste him in my 
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mouth. It would only be tit for tat, since 
Doug had gotten a blowjob too. With 
that crazy, irrational justification 1 
slipped my mouth over Barry’s cock 
and started sucking. I knew it was 
wrong, but I couldn’t help myself. I also 
knew that the driver was getting a good 
view in the rear-view mirror of my 
blonde head bobbing up and down. But 
I was past caring now, and I decided 
that since I had gone this far I might as 
well give him a show, and at the same 
time give Barry the best blowjob of his 
life. 


І commenced to suck Barry’s cock like a 
slut, moaning and touching myself as I 
did. My tits popped free of my shirt and 
bra as Barry pulled on them, and the 
driver watched. Barry noticed the 
driver as well, and І felt him positioning 
me to give him a better view. 


He hiked up my skirt to show my ass, 
and played with my tits so the driver 
could see. Meanwhile he was getting 
more and more excited, and it wasn't 
too long before І felt his hot come 
squirting in my mouth. I wanted to 
swallow it all, but he seemed to have a 
gallon of sperm. I guess the four days of 
teasing had built up his reserve. It was 
too much for me to swallow, and it 
gushed out the corners of my mouth 
and onto my tits and shirt. I think the 
driver nearly went off the road watch- 
ing me swallow that huge cock and all 
that 


“THE DRIVER NEARLY WENT 

OFF THE ROAD WATCHING ME 
SWALLOW THAT HUGE COCK. I 
WAS SO HOT THAT IF HE HAD 


GOTTEN INTO THE BACK І 
WOULD HAVE BLOWN HIM AS 
WELL” 


come. I was so hot that if the driver had 
gotten into the back at that moment I 
would have blown him too. 


I had come all over my blouse, so we 
decided to stop by Barry’s hotel to get 
cleaned up before we went on to 
another club. I was feeling a little guilty 
about what Га done, but still horny as 
hell. I guess in the back of my mind I 
knew it was dangerous to go to his 
room, but again І rationalized it away, 
telling myself I would never go so far as 
to actually have intercourse with 
another man. 


Once in Barry’s room І headed for the 
bathroom to clean up, but Barry 
grabbed my wrist and pulled me to 
him. He wasted no time kissing me and 
pulling me onto the bed. I loved the feel 
of his muscles and strong hard chest as 
Iran my hands over him. Our tongues 
danced around each other as his hands 
worked my tits hard. Eventually his 
mouth slid down my neck as his fingers 
pulled my shirt open, exposing my tits 
and nipples to his hungry eyes through 
the thin bra. Quickly he freed them 
from the lacy garment and began to 
suck and nibble at my nipples. He was 
rough and eager as he worked them 
over for what felt like an hour. His 
hands moved to my legs, sliding up 
under my miniskirt to tug on my 
panties. Soon his finger was slipping 
into my wet cunt as he rubbed my clit. 


All of a sudden, the thought of Doug 
popped into my head. I couldn't cheat 
on him. But was this even cheating? We 
weren't actually having sex... just a little 
fooling around. Just like at his bachelor 
party, where he got a blow- job. Yes, we 
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were getting married in nine days. But 
what Barry was doing felt so good, and 
I didn’t want him to stop. I felt like a 
bad girl, a little slut, but I didn't care. 
And then, bam! I was so turned on I that 
had my first orgasm of the night, with 
Barry’s mouth on my nipple and his 
finger rubbing my clit. 


As soon as I caught my breath I rolled 
Barry over and started to pull off his 
clothes. When I slid his pants and 
boxers off I was face to face with his 
huge cock again. I decided to go more 
slowly this time as I licked the head and 
slid my mouth down over it. I usually 
didn’t have any trouble sliding Doug’s 
cock down my throat. He wasn’t small 
by any means, but Barry's cock was 
huge, and I sucked and licked him in a 
frenzy. I have to admit that I enjoyed 
the different taste and feel of his dick. I 
made love to it for a while as Barry 
grabbed at my tits and pushed my head 
up and down. I wanted to swallow 
every bit of his juices this time, not 
missing a drop. I slid a finger between 
my legs and started to work my clit as I 
sucked. I could feel the tension building 
in Barry and І increased my efforts, but 
he stopped me just before he was about 
to explode in my mouth. He moved 
down, and his hand slid between my 
legs, two of his fingers sliding into my 
cunt and another replacing mine on my 
clit. I cried out helplessly and climaxed 
for a second time, with his fingers in my 
cunt and his cock hard against my side. 
God, he was such a hot lover! He 
quickly grabbed me and pulled me to 
him, kissing me and sucking on my 
neck and tits so hard I knew he'd 
probably leave marks. But at that point 
I didn’t care. He slid further down my 


body, and soon had his tongue buried 
between my legs, working tenderly on 
my clit. He was an expert with that 
tongue, and he brought me to two more 
orgasms. 


I was thrashing all over the bed with my 
fourth orgasm as Barry kissed his way 
up my body and positioned himself 
over me. I felt his cock probing at my 
pussy lips. Again, I began to feel guilty, 
and again I couldn’t bring myself to 
stop him. Barry took his time, kissing 
me and playing with my tits, as if he 
read my thoughts and was giving me 
the chance to stop him if I really wanted 
to. But he must have known it was too 
late. 


I had always been curious about how 
Barry’s big cock would feel deep inside 
me, stretching my pussy open. And 
besides, I thought, wouldn't Barry 
regret his decision to dump me even 
more if he got all of me for one night 
and one night only? 

In the end, of course, lust and curiosity 
won out over faithfulness. 


As if reading my mind again, Barry 
now began to penetrate me. He slid in 
deeper and deeper, much deeper than 
Doug had ever gone. The sensation of 
his cock stretching my pussy 
immediately sent me into another in- 
tense orgasm. 


I wanted him to fuck the shit out of me, 
but this first time was more like making 
love as he pumped me with long, slow, 
gentle strokes. We made love for half an 
hour, with him holding back and 
bringing me to yet another orgasm 
before he started to build to his own 
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climax. He asked me if he should pull 
out, but at this point I wanted all of him. 
I pulled him closer as he emptied his 
second load deep inside me, thrilling 
me as І had never been thrilled before. 
Sex with Doug was fantastic, but I had 
to admit that Barry satisfied me in a 
way that rocked my world. 


He slid off me then and cuddled next to 
me. We dozed a bit, and I was 
awakened by the feeling of his tongue 
on my nipples and his finger stroking 
my sticky clit. When he saw I was 
awake he started to make love to me 
again, this time with even more passion 
and urgency. He sucked my tits and 
slid his cock between them to fuck them 
for a while. I squeezed them tightly 
around his dick with my hands, and 
raised my head so I could lick the tip of 
it each time it popped out. After that we 
slid into a 69 position, and I sucked his 
huge cock, tasting both my love juices 
and his, as he 
brought me to 
another orgasm 
with his wonderful 
tongue. 


STICK HIS BIG COCK UP MY 
ASS AND FUCK IT AS HARD 
AS HE COULD” 


I wanted to fuck 
him again more 
than anything, and 
this time I wanted to be on top. As I was 
mounting him I heard my cell phone 
ringing in my bag. I knew it had to 
Doug, but I just let it ring as I slid 
Barry’s hard cock inside me and rode 
him for all I was worth. 


He was grabbing at my tits, and I was 
sucking on his fingers and rolling my 
head from side to side, my long blonde 
hair swinging back and forth as I rode 


“Гр ONLY HAD ANAL SEX A 
FEW TIMES, AND HADN'T 
BEEN CRAZY ABOUT IT. BUT 
NOW I WANTED BARRY TO 


him hard. He pumped more come into 
me as we climaxed together. 


When we were finished I went over to 
shut off my phone. I had a dozen 
messages from my fiancé, whose calls I 
had ignored or hadn’t heard while I 
was busy with Barry. I knew I would 
have some explaining to do the next 
day, but for tonight I was Barry’s. We 
continued to fuck all night and into the 
morning, taking occasional cat naps to 
rebuild our energy, and then awaken- 
ing for another session. 


We passed out around dawn and woke 
again about noon. Barry had already 
missed his plane, but Doug would 
probably be home by now, and 
wondering where I was. I jumped into 
the shower, but Barry followed me in 
and started to make love to me again. 
We wound up back in bed, where I 
discovered that Barry’s staying power 
had increased, due to 
his previous orgasms. 
We kept at it until early 
afternoon. Barry 
seemed to get more 
and more passionate, 
and I loved it when he 
pinned me to the bed, 
holding my hands 
down and pumping savagely in and 
out of me until he came. 


After another nap, I woke up again 
around three o’clock and awakened 
Barry by licking his balls and cock. Ihad 
finally worn him out, and he was 

having trouble staying hard. At that 
point, some wicked imp inside me 
made me want to push him over the 
edge just one more time. Again, it was 
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a case of wanting him to know what a 


great piece of ass he had walked away 
from years ago. 


I had only had anal sex a few times with 
a couple of old boyfriends, and I hadn’t 
been that crazy about it. I'd never let 
Doug take me up the ass, although he 
wanted to. It was a little treat I was 
going to give him on our honeymoon. 
But now, for some reason, I wanted 
Barry to stick his big cock up my ass 
and fuck it as hard as he could. When I 
told him this it made him instantly 
hard? He positioned me on all fours 
and fucked me doggie-style for a few 
minutes to lube up his cock. Once 
lubed, he started to work it into my 
asshole. It was hard going at first, but 
the thought of giving something this 
special to him really started to turn me 
on. I gradually relaxed, and he 
eventually worked his entire length up 
my ass. He then proceeded to fuck it 
like there was no tomorrow, and finally 
shot everything he had left deep in my 
rear end. 


With come running out of my cunt and 
now also oozing out of my asshole, we 
cuddled on the bed in a spoon position. 
It was amazing. 


Now Barry was really depleted, and І 
finally managed to say goodbye to him 
and get out of there, after one last long, 
passionate kiss. It was almost five 
o'clock when I got home, and Doug 
arrived just an hour later. 


He said he had been trying to reach me 
to tell me that his flight had been 
delayed (thank goodness). I told him І 
had left my cell phone in the car and 


had turned off the house phone to get a 
good night’s sleep, which was why I 
had missed his calls. І didn’t think he 
believed me, but he let it drop. 


As always after a trip he was horny and 
wanted sex. As soon as he saw me 
naked he must have known something 
was up, but he didn’t press me. There 
were red marks on my tits, my pussy 
lips were red and swollen, and even 
though I had showered, it still felt as 
though come was dripping out of my 
cunt and ass. 


A roller coaster of emotions flooded 
over me as Doug entered me. І felt 
guilty, not only for cheating on him, but 
for enjoying it so much. But the thought 
that I had been fucked only a few hours 
earlier by someone other than my fiancé 
made me feel wicked and sexy, and it 
made me so hot that I fucked the shit 
out of him, and had two more orgasms 
before he shot into me. 


Afterwards Doug told me that he 
hoped I'd had fun while he was gone, 
adding that whatever had happened 
was fine with him, as long as some day 
he could hear the story. I was too blown 
away and too suspicious to tell him 
then, so I said nothing. 


We had a great wedding and hon- 
eymoon, and I soon understood, or 
remembered, that it was Doug whom І 
really truly loved. Though Barry had 
fucked the shit out of me in a way no 
one else ever has, I didn’t have the 
profound feelings of love and commit- 
ment for him that І had for my husband 
and my marriage. 
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Doug still hints around a lot about that 
week he was away, telling me that he 
hopes I will eventually share my secret 
adventure with him, but I still have 
never been able to tell him about Barry. 
But if you publish this letter, maybe I 
will show it to him so he will finally 
know what really happened. Maybe it 
will even turn him on. I guess we'll just 
have to wait and see. — 


I knew I was in trouble as soon as I saw 
my Physics 101 instructor, a grad 
student so stunning that I doubted my 
ability to concentrate enough to pass 
the course. 

She may have had a major geek brain, 
but there was nothing geeky-looking 
about her. Her rich blonde hair, with a 
bit of curl, fell just past her shoulders. 
Her petite frame sported ripe tits and an 
ass that barely jiggled when she walked 
up to the lectern. She was five-five or 
six, and her lean, shapely legs looked as 
if they’d been pasted out of a men’s 
magazine. I spent most of those three 
afternoons a week trying to hide a 
boner with my backpack. 


It was her smile, with those full lips, 
that pierced my heart and made my 
groin ache. Every word she spoke was 
a dance, every expression a symphony. 
Hey, she had me waxing poetic, and I’m 
a semiliterate engineering student. І 
wanted to fuck her so badly! 

I wanted to feel those lips wrapped 
around my cock. 

But I could only dream, 

unless somehow, I could get her 
attention. Which was difficult in a class 


of 80-plus. I’m pretty confident about 
my looks, but in that setting, that wasn’t 
going to do it. I had to get closer to her. 


Finally, it came to me! I needed to be a 
struggling student who desperately 
needed her help. The next morning, I 
headed for her office, sweating in the 
cool fall air. I hesitated at her door, 
summoning the courage to knock. From 
inside, that lilting voice sang, “Come 
in.” 

Come in? I could but hope one day to 
come in her. 

She was sitting with her legs propped 
up on the extra chair in the tiny office. 


Although it was cool outside, it was 
warm in here, and her white blouse was 
undone a button or two. She looked 
disheveled from fanning herself with a 
stack of worksheets she must have just 
run off for that day’s class. 

She said, “Mr.... аһ —" 

“Powell,” I said. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Powell?” 
Thinking I must be crazy to try this, I 
hesitated before saying, “I’m having 
trouble with the problems you as- 
signed yesterday. I just don’t get the 
whole ‘coefficient of friction’ thing.” 
“Let's see if we can clear things up a 
bit,” she said. “What exactly are you 
having problems with?” 


I explained my problem, all of it 
bullshit. I wasn’t sure I sounded 
convincing, but she went over the 
problems with me, explaining it all pa- 
tiently in her lovely undulating voice. 
When we were done I thanked her. As I 
was about to leave, she said, almost 
shyly, “Mr. Powell?” “Call me Rick,” I 
said, almost hoping she had more 
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problems for me, so I could stay a few 
minutes longer. 

“Rick,” she said slowly, as if making a 
decision, “if you like, maybe I could 
give you some tutoring. An evening a 
week-—say, Thursdays at seven? You 
could come by my apartment.” 


I didn’t know what to say. This was a 
better outcome than Га dared hope. 
Trying to hide my excitement, I said 
that would be great and I didn’t know 
how to thank her. She wrote her 
address on a slip of paper and said, 
“See you tomorrow then,” then turned 
back to her desk with what I thought 
was a Slight smile. 


I went back to my dorm and locked the 
door. Luckily my roommate was on a 
class trip and wouldn't be back until 
Sunday night. I flopped on the bed and 
unzipped my jeans, pulled up my T- 
shirt and began to masturbate, thinking 
how close Га just been to her. I thought 
about every part of her, slowly and 
deliberately. 


Up close and personal, her tits were 
even more succulent, her ass rounder 
and more squeezable, her face even 
more beautiful than I’d thought. I heard 
her rich voice patiently explaining the 
problems. It didn’t take long to work 
myself up to a mind-blowing orgasm, 
spurting all over my stomach. 


I lay there gasping. After I caught my 
breath, I cleaned myself up with some 
tissues from the bedstand, then fell back 
on the bed and fell asleep to dream of 
her. I woke up just in time to grab some 
lunch and run to my physics class. І 
wondered how I would get through it, 


not to mention the night and day before 
our scheduled tutoring session. 


At the start of class, she surprised us 
with a pop quiz. 


I purposely missed questions that І 
knew. I think I even missed some I was 
trying to get right. By the end of class 
my brain was numb. At least I forgot 
about my throbbing loins for a while. 


The next day dragged on and on. By 
dinnertime I was in such a state, I didn't 
think I could eat. (I did, a bit.) The 
apartment was just off-campus, across 
the little college town’s main street. І 
arrived a few minutes early, leaving 
time to agonize and worry. 


At seven sharps, I rang the bell. A 
second later the door opened. She was 
standing there in a crisp white shirt 
over a smartly tailored navy skirt. Her 
feet were bare. She smelled faintly of 
lilacs. She invited me in and led me to 
her room, saying her roommate was 
having friends over for a cram session. 
“It'll be quieter in there,” she said. 


So, I followed her down the hall, getting 
my best view so far of her fine ass. 

Her room was large, and decorated to 
the nth degree: wallpaper and drapes; 
satin sheets on the bed, with a matching 
comforter. A large cherry trestle desk 
faced the French doors leading onto a 
small balcony overlooking the park. I 
let out a whistle. "An amazing place,” І 
said. 


"Yeah,” she said. "Well, my stepmom is 
a decorator. I’m comfortable. All I 
really need is a bed and a desk.” And 
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then, after telling me to call her Karen 
(“No need to be formal," she said), she 
pulled up an extra chair beside hers at 
her desk and motioned me to sit down, 
and we went to work. 


She went over the previous day’s 
worksheet with amazing earnestness 
and patience. I fumbled through a few 
problems, doing my best to sound 
convincingly confused. When we 
finished the worksheet, I suggested that 
maybe we could go over some of the 
general concepts and equations. 

She took off her glasses. Her eyes 
sparkled. Breathing kind of funny, she 
said 

almost huskily, “Rick, you're not really 
having trouble with these problems, 
are you?" 

I didn’t know what to say. 

I stammered that I really was having 
difficulty in class, and I was, though the 
difficulty was hiding my hard-on all 
through class. In fact, I was having a 
pretty “hard” time under the desk right 
then. 


“Come on, Rick,” she said. "Every day 
struggling students come to me and 
can’t grasp in days concepts that 
you've basically understood in a 
couple of hours. Besides, I go over all 
my students’ records to see who 
among them may need help. You were 
second in your high school class and a 
National Honor Society member with 
a 3.95 GPA. Are you just not trying, 
Mr. Powell? Or are you just trying to 
fuck me?" 

That floored me. I tried to bluff. “No, 
Miss Parker! I—” 

She put a finger over my lips, then 
leaned over and kissed me—lightly at 


first, then harder. She grabbed the back 
of my head and pulled me closer. І 
sucked her lips into my mouth, then her 
tongue. It was the hottest kiss Га ever 
had, not too hard or soft, nor too tenta- 
tive or demanding. I could do this all 
day, I thought! 


I wasn’t without experience. The 
summer after I graduated high school I 
had a fling with my best friend’s big 
sister. Things got heated when she 
came back from college dumped by a 
boyfriend. I was perfect for what she 
needed: a good fuck, по strings 
attached. She was incredible in bed, or 
the pool house, or the park- well, you 
get the idea. She wasn’t shy about 
telling me what she wanted during our 
encounters, and I learned an incredible 
amount. We both knew it was just fun, 
so there were no bruised hearts at 
summer’s end. 


Now I was determined to make this 
evening special for Karen. I continued 
to kiss her for a while before venturing 
lower, planting soft, wet kisses on every 
inch of her ivory neck. She shivered a 
bit, and I pulled back, but she drew me 
toward her again and laid her head on 
my shoulder, which I took аз 
encouragement to continue what I was 
doing. 


After a minute or two of this I pulled 
back again and looked in her eyes, then 
kissed her deeply. She surprised me 
again when she broke free and began to 
unbutton her blouse, revealing a thin 
white camisole beneath. Seeing her 
hard nipples, I couldn't help myself. I 
buried my face between her tits, 
inhaling a floral scent. 
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Turning a bit, I flicked the tip of my 
tongue over one of those buds, then 
tongued round and round the areola. 

I stopped to help Karen get her blouse 
all the way off, then went back and 
attended to the nipple Га missed. She 
moaned barely audibly. I had this 
incredible woman melting at my touch! 
When І felt Га done justice to Karen's 
breasts, І reached down and pulled the 
came up over her head. Now she was 
standing looking at me in just white 
bikini panties. The lust in her eyes told 
me she wasn’t disappointed so far. 


She led me to the bed. I 'd never seen 
one like it. It was inviting and sensuous, 
with the misty green satin sheets and 
fluffy down pillows. I hoped it would 
feel as good to make love on as it 
looked. 


Karen pulled my T-shirt over my head, 
then reached down, slowly unzipped 
my jeans and pushed them to the floor. 
She surprised me yet again by abruptly 
pushing me down on the bed. She 
pulled one shoe off, then the other, then 
pulled my jeans off. 


Karen was stunning. Her legs were 
even more attractive than I imagined: 
long but not skinny, and firm but with 
a feminine roundness. She leaned down 
and began crawling up the bed, 
stopping to run a hand over my calves 
and thighs. When she got to my jockeys, 
she hesitated before reaching down and 
slipping her hand under the waistband. 
I was pretty hard, and my dick was 
sticking out a bit. She leaned forward to 
peek inside, then smiled. Then she 
reached in and took hold of my cock. It 


stiffened to its full length immediately. 
She played with it awhile— stroking it, 
once in a while stopping to graze her 
fingernails over my balls. This drove 
me wild! I could lie there and enjoy it 
for hours. 


She continued for a while before 
pulling my shorts off entirely. She 
crawled back up the bed and kissed me 
gently on the mouth. I was on fire! She 
kissed my lips one last time and began 
trailing little wet kisses downward, 
stopping at my chest to devote the same 
attention to my nipples that I had given 
to hers. 


She was driving те wild! She 
continued the trail of kisses down 
across my belly and on to my navel. She 
flicked her tongue in and around it 
several times, then moved farther 
down, finally reaching my cock. She 
looked at it awhile, lost in thought. 
Finally, she grasped it, lowered her 
head to it and took it in her mouth. 


She was tentative at first, almost as if 
she hadn’t done this much, but she was 
soon sucking it, licking its length and 
kissing my balls with a hunger that 
seemed to have been building all 
evening. She took just the tip in her 
mouth and circled her tongue round 
and round the head, stopping now and 
then to suckle the foreskin, before 
taking almost my full length in her 
mouth. 


She complemented her oral 
ministrations with circular hand 
strokes — up and down, up and down at 
the base of my dick. She kissed the shaft 
all up and down, and sucked one ball 
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after the other into her mouth, working 
my private parts for all she was worth. 
After what seemed like forever, but was 
probably only a few minutes, I had to 
stop her. I was too close, and didn't 
want to finish yet. 


І reached down and pulled her to me so 
I could kiss her and hold her close 
awhile. When we parted to catch a 
breath, I kissed my way down her 
stomach, then skinned her panties 
down and off her legs. She was 
breathing hard and fast, but she wasn’t 
the only one! We were both incredibly 
turned on, and had only just begun to 
explore each other. I maneuvered down 
her, taking a moment just to look at her 
beautiful pussy, accentuated by a neat 
bikini trim, before burying my face in it. 
I was glad she wasn’t completely 
shaved; it takes away so much of the 
mystery. 


She had a long hood over a sizable clit. 
Her inner lips were dark on the edges 
and stuck out between the outer labia 
like the petals of an orchid. The 
vestibule was a delicious light pink, it 
looked good enough to eat, and so I did! 
God, she tasted sweet. I realize that 
most women don’t believe this about 
their pussies, but men have been 
attracted to a woman’s smell and taste 
for millions of years now. I was in no 
danger of breaking that long line. 


I ran my tongue up and down her 
pussy, alternating strokes on each side 
of her precious inner petals before 

beginning to lightly flick my tongue 
over the engorged clit just beginning to 
peek out from its hood. I pulled her lips 
in my mouth and suckled them, let 


them go, smacked my lips and sucked 
again, getting into a rhythm that set her 
to moaning louder. I ran my tongue the 
length of her several more times before 
beginning to tongue-fuck her as deep 
and as fast as I could. 


I swirled my tongue inside as I stroked 
in and out, in and out. After a while I 
again ran my tongue along her 
slickening pussy, parting her inner 
folds. I ended each stroke with a kiss on 
her now-highly-sensitive nub. I paid 
attention to the inside of her thighs and 
to her delightfully sensitive perineum. I 
even flicked my tongue around her 
dark, puckered asshole, which I 
guessed she’d never had done to her 
before, because she tensed up at first. 
But she soon relaxed and enjoyed the 
extra sensations that came with this 
little act. 


I didn’t dwell there, however, as I had 
her whole wonderful pussy to explore. 
I returned to my rhythmic licks, kisses 
and sucks. She was so wet now that І 
easily introduced one finger, then two 
to the depths of her pussy, while 
concentrating more and more on 
licking and sucking her completely 
engorged clit. I stroked my fingers in 
and out of her cunt, curling them up to 
graze her sweet G-spot. 


І could tell she was close. Her hips were 
heaving up to meet my mouth, and her 
moans were louder and more frequent. 
As Imashed my mouth into her pulsing 
mound and moved my tongue around 
her clit, she began to convulse and cry 
out. She cried out my name as she 
climaxed, then collapsed on the bed 
panting. 
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I held my mouth against her pussy a 
few moments more before raising my 
head to look at her lying there, 
breathing deep, her tits heaving in the 
air with every breath. God, she was 
beautiful! There’s nothing like the face 
of a woman who has just come on your 
tongue! She's right with the world and 
has only you to thank. 


I laid my head on her belly and hugged 
her awhile. She smiled and said, "Rick, 
it seems you are better at some things 
than you are at physics.” 

Smiling back, I said, "Glad you liked it! 
It’s just a matter of achieving the 
perfect coefficient of friction as 
applied to the female anatomy.” 


She laughed as I rolled over on my back 
and put my arm under her neck. She lay 
there nuzzling me, recovering from the 
little birth-death that is an orgasm. She 
really wasn't thinking about physics, 
and neither was I. 


After about five minutes of total 
relaxation, she began to kiss my chest, 
flicking her tongue over my stubby 
little nipple. Could she be ready again? 
The ache in my balls had grown 
exponentially over the last couple of 
hours. I was ready to make love to her. 
I lay there and let her do whatever she 
liked awhile before I pulled her on top 
of me. I would have liked to just jump 
on her and fuck her like mad, but I 
wanted her to have the best oppor- 
tunity to climax again. Like I said, I 
wanted all of this to be special for her. 
Besides, I was beginning to have feel- 
ings for her that went beyond a one- 
night stand. 


She rubbed her wet pussy over my stiff- 
again dick, teasing me delightfully with 
each stroke. She leaned down to kiss my 
nipples again, then moved up and 
pressed her lips to mine. We were both 
on fire, and teased each other with our 
grinding. 


"She held me deep 
inside her, taking my 
full length. We savored 
this feeling before she 
began lowering her 
hips" 


Finally, she sat back up, took my 
throbbing cock in her hand and guided 
it in her pussy. I gasped! God, it felt 
fantastic! She held me deep inside her, 
taking my full length. We savored this 
feeling before she began raising and 
lowering her hips—up and down, up 
and down, so slowly that I could 
barely stand it. She was teasing me, and 
she was teasing herself. And could she 
ever tease! 

Her breasts were rising and falling 
slightly with her up-and-down 
motions, and І had a front-row seat for 
the show. She looked amazing, with her 
head thrown back and her eyes closed, 
concentrating on the sensations created 
by our lovemaking. She opened her 
eyes, fixed them on mine and increased 
the tempo of the rise and fall of her hips. 
Her breath came faster and faster, as 
did mine. 

Finally, she sank to her knees, then 
picked up the pace again. I was meeting 
her thrust for thrust. Her succulent 
globes were dangling in my face. I 


captured one in my mouth. The nipple 
was stiff. While I kissed it, I twisted the 
opposite nipple gently in my fingers. 
She let out a long sigh and whispered, 
"Yes, Rick, pinch my nipples, I love 
that," І wasn't about to stop. 


We continued moving in and out of 
each other, fucking each other for far 
longer than I thought I could hold out. 
Suddenly her breath became ragged. 
She looked in my eyes and said, "Fuck 
me hard, Rick! Fuck me!" I thrust in 
and out of her as fast as I could. She 
moaned and bucked her hips wildly 
before finally crying out, shuddering 
and collapsing on my chest. I was only 
seconds behind. I thrust one final time 
and blasted a stream of come in her. 


We both sank back down on the bed 
among those soft green sheets and lay 
panting for a long while. I was drained. 
Karen eased herself off my chest onto 
the bed and curled up beside me. She 
reached down to 
caress ту still- 


swollen dick, 
looked over at me 
and said 


something every 
guy needs to hear 
at least once: 
“Rick, I think 
that was the best 
fuck I ever had!" 
Seconds later she 
whispered, “I’m 
glad you faked 
being such a 
lousy physics 
student." 

I said, “I hope I 
can do better now W 


thanks to all your expert, uh, 
tutoring.” 

“Maybe we can arrange another 
session or two,” she said, laughing. 
“Hmm, Ithink you might need special 
help for the entire semester." 

“Maybe so," I said. 

"But don't think you can get by in class 
without the same effort you displayed 
tonight," she said, laughing. “I can’t 
play favorites." 

“T wouldn’t dream of it," I said. "After 
all, physics is my favorite subject.” 
"Since when?" she said sharply. 

“Since I found the perfect tutor,” І 
replied. 


She looked in my eyes for a moment, 
then pulled me on top of her and said, 
"I think you need more practice. We 
may even have to pull an all-nighter.” 
"You think so?" I said. 

“I do,” she said. “Fuck me again, Rick! 
Fuck me again and again and again!" — 


